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A PIPE DREAM

R
ICHARD DODGE PARDEE, Jr., was dis-

gusted with life. He was down-right tired

of living. The gain in his bloomin' life he

repeated over and over in his subconscious

mind wasn't worth the effort to gain it.

He stared unseeingly at the ocean.

The day was a perfect one—a study in blues and
whites. As far as the eye could see, the beach
stretched in a narrowing white strip. The sparkling

blue ocean lapped quietly on the sands. Sea gulls

flapper across the water, accenting the blue sky and
ocean by their snow whiteness. Yet the lone figure

on the Newport sands saw nothing of this picture.

He sat propped against a sand covered stone heap

—

the remains of an ancient light which had suc-

cumbed to the tides of Newport, and gazed unsee-

ingly at the perfect blueness of the waves. ;-

This awful feeling of depression, this thought
that life wasn't worth living, was not due, he firmly

convinced himself, to Marie. That bloomin' eigh-

teen-year-old kid—who scarcely came to his shoulder

when he stood up real straight—could not make a

business man like him weary. True, she tried hard
enough—but her intellect was that of a simple child

!

How true ! He repeated this over and over—the in-

tellect of a simple child—caring for nothing but ad-

venture, adventure and adventure! Did she never,

further thought Richard Pardee—think of anything
more substantial than adventure? Adventure, to

little Marie, spelled life, and life to her held nothing
more serious than the pursuit of adventure.

There she was now^in search of adventure, no
doubt. And she was coming directly toward him

!

No, he would not speak, thought the Business Man,
but would appear unconcerned. And, while he con-

tinued to gaze at the perfect blue of the ocean, would
allow her to pass on in search of adventure un-

heeded.

As the Adventuress approached, Richard Pardee
calmly filled his pipe. It was a long black one, and
was, as Amy had exphessed it, "awfully good-look-

ing." Richard Pardee liked that pipe exceedingly

well, not, he told himself firmly, because Marie
adored it, but simple because his father had brought
it to him from France. An hour ago Richard Pardee
would have patted the pipe fondly had you told him
that it was his favorite because Marie "adored it";

but at this moment he would have thrown it at the

intruder who ventured such a thought. As Richard

Pardee filled his pipe, he recalled to mind some very

appropriate lines of poetry by Bryon : "A woman is

a woman, but a good cigar is a smoke."

A good pipe was indeed preferable at this mo-
ment to all the adventuresses in creation.

Marie came near enough to smile and speak.

Richard Pardee moved not a muscle in recognition

of her pleasant greeting. He puffed his pipe as tho

his life depended on the puffs. : v

But Marie was not to be thus repelled. Standing

in front of the young man, she chanted in a high

sing-song tone : "One Richard Dodge Pardee, college-

ian of Newport, business man that is to be, graduate

of Central High, sophomore at the Wharton School

—pretty thing-—what thinkest thou; why so wrap-

ped in pensive dreams?"

If this silly chatter was meant to taunt him, it

fell flat. Richard Dodge told himself it fell flat, ab-

solutely. He shifted his gaze from the ocean to

the dunes, directly in back of Marie.

Failing to get a response by this line, the Ad-

venturess moved a step nearer to the object of her

ridicule and began again:

"Little lamb, who made thee?

Dost thou know who made thee?

Gave thee clothing of delight

—

Warmest clothing, wooly, bright!"

"Trick jeans, and all that? I say, Richard, wake
up ; listen to me. I'm quoting now—"Little Lamby,
who clothed thee?"

"Aw, can it? What ails you, anyway?" fairly

yelled the Business Man. He was forced to speak,

for Marie had come close to him and, taking his tie

gingerly in her thumb and forefinger, quickly pulled

it forward and let it snap back into place.

"I knew I'd make you talk, pretty boy. Why
so pensive, anyway? Oh, Lamby, won't you speak

to Marie?"

Richard Pardee cleared his throat, and in his

most business-like tone replied : "I thought you un-

derstood—that this, after this morning, I thought

I should never have occasion to speak to you again.

I thought you—

"

Marie laughed a sudden laugh.

"Canned laughter," thought Richard, altho yes-

terday he would have called it a "ripple."

"Why, you silly boy, I'm not angry at you. I


